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wards developed in breadth, these brilliant studies
already display unmistakable genius.

Sunsets which get all the mountains flaming in yellow
and red and gold, with contrasting greys and purples in
their shadows, the red trunks of the Scotch firs blaze
out like rods of fire, and the greens of the Spruces in the
light all become orange^and red. Then the snow patches
become rose and blue in the shadow, and the sky tones
up from a yellow into very light green and blue, and
then in a few minutes when you wonder what is coming
next it all goes out, and you are left with sober greys
and greens and mosquitoes. It takes a lot of yellow
paint, a cast-iron resolution and a power of tobacco to
sit and sketch. . . .

One has to take one's chance what with rain and
clegs and mosquitoes, and no room of one's own to draw
in. The mosquitoes are of 2 kinds, one large and one
small ; they raise red bumps on your face and hands ;
one finger looks like a sausage. But they are worst on
the legs, hardly a speck on the stocking hasn't got its
bite and they look like German sausages. Clegs are
worse than mosquitoes ; they are big horseflies which
leave a speck of blood upon the bite like a cairn on a
mountain when it swells up. The bite is like a drawing-
pin and itches like the devil. I use a clothes brush for
the itching and then hazeline. I have tried vaseline and
turps and the cleanings of a foul pipe rubbed all over
my stocking, but there is nothing like a clothes brush
for real happiness. . . .

In reply to inquiries from home about the state
of his health, he had written on July 3 :

About my blooming self all I have to say is that I
am as fit as a dog, the amount I eat is astonishing. I
only wish you were all as free from bodily troubles as
I am ----

But a letter frona^Mrs. Rice, written many years
afterwards, tells a different tale :
He suffered nearly every night from dry Pleurisy,